Martello tower that Gogarty rented for nine pounds
a year. He told of how they objected to a British
warship which was anchored off shore so as to inter-
fere with their view, wrote a protest to the British
Admiralty, and had the ship removed. And thus
passed the lovely fragrant Midlands, Padraic
Colum's country, and before I knew it, we drew up
before the Spanish Gate in Galway town, our first
stop.

From there on the country was lovely, Lough
Corrib on our right and straight ahead the beautiful
Maumturk Mountains in the closing hour of the long
Irish twilight. In an unbelievably short time we drew
up at the Leenane Hotel, two hundred odd miles in
little more than two hundred minutes, where I got
out of the car feeling as if I had been shot across
Ireland on a projectile.

The next day we drove from Leenane through
Salruck to a point from which we could see the
Mweelrea Mountains across Killary Harbour, where
we talked to peasants who looked, as Gogarty said,
"not only Pre-Celtic but Pre-Anything". Then back
to Leenane and on to Letterfrack where we saw the
ruins of Gogarty's old house, now re-risen Phoenix-
like as the Renvyle House Hotel from the pile of
ashes to which the Republicans reduced it during
the Civil War. And if you stay at the Renvyle House
Hotel to-day, someone is sure to tell you that it was
the former home of a man who is in Ulysses. From
Renvyle we went on to Loch Tully, where Gogarty
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